














Profusely ‘ 
Iustrated, 


Choicely 
Printed, 
Elegantly 
Bound. 

Price 3/6. 


Happy Thoughts’ | ==: Mr. Punch’s M.P’s 


Book, |i “IN. SESSION.” 





By HARRY FURNISSB. 











Birthday 


m~>\ 
. : 


(4) ty = \ 
\ « J aT] ~ ) 
aimal) (Ax JS lal 
\ . 










THE 


NINETY-SIXTH. 
sa : ——ee—et 
7 
FEBRUARY 9, < See air aoe a ie hh 
a OU She OL YL y 





AND SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. 











LAT MENIER s2xsiasn 











“SON3d 33IUHL 30IUd 











PUNCH, OR THE LONDON _CHARIVARL —Fasrvarr 9, 1889. 
omzar BDITION ov miss if — — . Treloar & Sons, Ludgate 











rie aL a VAN TURKEY 
meme | HOUTEN’S | canes 


IMPORTERS, 


saw, | PURE SOLUBLE C>CQUQ OA TRELOAR « SOs 


— | 68, 69, and 70, Ludgate Hil 
share ath Tal BEST & GOES FARTHEST. det 


COVERINGS POST ~.. ae 
LAUY BANY. Cmare. VIL—IX 


ix “It_is_admirable.”—BRITISH_MEDICAL_JOURNAL. |! 9yEQRD MITRE HOTEL 


BORN Bs _— a cLLEN? WORLD By « 


S OATES. By Resear K. Doveus ONE OF THE MOST ECONOMICAL 
WHY I BECAME A LIBERAL UNIONIST. By SAMUEL BROTH ERS, FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDy 


Grones baoone MERCHANT TAILORS, 
A PHILANTHROPIST: A Tate oF eae View OUTFITTERS, &c., 


Commurrres at San Paarcisce, ; 
LAURENCE OLIPHANT. By M. O. W. Ourrmawr. 65 & 67, Ludgate Hill, 


LOCAL GOVERNMENT IN SCOTLAND Lonpow, E.C, . SQUARE, 
SIR PATRICK MAXWELL AND THE DEVIL, This Jacket (with MAPPIN & WEBB’S NDO 
Bers 0 arvue * Omsnt a. ordimary Dress Vest N,ENG, 
r~ “ 7 LO 


Sucers,” © 


WILLIAM BLACKWOOD ax SONS, for Youths whe —_ TABLE KNIVES. FINEST SITUATION 


F4inburgh and Londo 
ot yet adopted Full 
Even ing Dress. Ite EVERY LUXURY ans 


THE STANDARD eective appearance COMFORT. 


and other styles mMosT RECHERCHE 


LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY cell) vers ‘a pace 


ESTABLISHED 1825. * "| INVIGORATING - VERY MODERATE 
‘, ne wills, 


Accumulated Fund, 62 Millions Stg. € Fiasticn Supertinca “te = LAVENDER TARIFF. 


Collar may be faced 






































with rich corded 


silk oF satin. SALTS WHITAKER & GROSSMITH! 


a Se aoe) - |"WHITE CLOVER’ 


EVENING DRESS Post Free. i . Registered. TEE FAVOURITE SCENT OF THE S2ascs. 
- 2s. 6d. of Chemists, Perfumers, Stores, or ding 








post free. 
LIEBIG ‘ . THE POPULAR 22, SILK STREET, CITY, LONDON 
i a tila: 


COMPANY'S SEE enue saxrs| CHANCELLOR 
= oe: : CIGARET TES. 


CROWN PERFUMERY CoO., 
177, New Bond St. Sold everywhere. 


~tcecel| BEST 
BLACK _INK\q 


THE BURGLARY SEASON. KNOWN. 


CHUBB’S (prarers INK (DICHROIC). 
S A F E S Of all Stationers. 


WILL PREVENT 


JEWEL ROBBERIES LONDON DEPOT: ‘ul, IC 
mone Naieiee, a0, | oh ae eee ee (OLD JUG 
— | Manufacturers, BEWLET & DRAPER, Ltd., Dublin. TOB ACCO. 


BEST « SAFEST DENT! 
BOLD BY ALLC 
salar a 

: j CANT CRY 

§ Vine Millions Sterting f thes TOILET CASKET | 


DOK Sree price 2/8. / 


ALL day or mn omect RAZOR, ALSO IN PATENT && g Ve ty 


Try THE “ PLANET” PENS, GebiceeT Grmnoran_|"\uee Cane 


(1M tue GOLLINSON & LOCK’S =| 


uiqueur or tue | NEW CURTAIN MATERIALS, ROWLANDS 


de. FINE SILK DAMASKS AND BROCADES, 
Gt ee BROCATELLES AND TAPESTRIES, 





AINIWLSIANI ? 





FOR PROTECTION 


DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
ranches & Agencies in lndia & the Colonies 
























































68 to 80, OXFORD STREET, W. 











] 


we 


— 


al Tt Oa 


ill 





eo |} 


| a5 











—— 


Fesrvary 9, 1889.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 61 





— 





——— 


DISABILITY. 


“On—a—DAVIs, COULD YoU BLOW THE OR@AN FOR ME THIS AFTERNOON AT 


Sr. Ann’s?” 
“T poust I won’r BE MUCH USE, Miss. 
Docrorn ses AS I'M TOUCHED IN THE Wuinp/” 





I ’ap BROWN-KITIS ONCE, AND 


PATERFAMILIAS LOQUITUR. 


Tue holidays are o’er! no more we see 
Boots in all places where no boots should be ; 
No more the hungry brood sweeps clear the platter 
With the pe tual grace of cheery chatter ; 
No more the bolster battle-cries are borne 
Through the warm slumbers of the early morn. 
No more indignant James comes in to tell 
How Master Tom has stormed his citadel, 
And, scorning covert threat, and suasion soft, 
Rules for an hour the monarch of the loft. 
Once more ’tis safe the shrubbery paths to tread 
Without a javelin hurtling by one's head ; 
No longer lurk behind the orchard-trees 
et cite Indians, ay septeneee ft 

nd nei uring pigs ow with wonted grace, 
Free from the terrors of the sudden chase, 
Again we face the frost, without disma 
Lest we be called to skate an hour ere 
Or with a book endure a day-long fall 
Secure from lawless cricket in the hall. 
Now in the servants’ mystic realm again 
Their ancient order and decorum reign ; 
Yet can I read in Brss’s, the butler’s, eye, 
A latent sorrow for the larks gone by. 
Unruffled now in temper, and in loo 
Sedate and calm once more is Mrs. Cook. 
Yet all her larder’s treasures she ’d explore, 
And spend her skill to greet the boys once more. 
The hman, as a Lord Chief Justice grave, 
His loved solemnity no more must waive ; 
Majestic silence seals his lips, and yet 
I know his dignity is half re 
For now the lords of home’s fair pastures free, 
Plunge in schoolroom’s fierce democratie ; 
Now in reluctant ears the school-bell sounds ; 
On the soaked grass once more the football bounds ; 
The home-sick novice hears the horrid thud, 
And headlong prints his flannels in the mud. 
Now ponder sullen brows o’er Homer’s ‘ 
While luckless masters share ACHILLES’ rage, 
And rising scholars mourn their studious lot, 
And brand the classic as “‘ awful rot.” 
Ah! though at home the endless clamours cease, 
There is much desert to a little peace. 

me, Easter, come, to Pater and to boys, 

And bring them back with all their tricks and noise. 


ay, 














ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Novetty 1s Drawtne Room Decoration.—You are quite right in 
these days, in your opinion, that to be “‘ peculiar”’ is ev ing, and 
some of your ideas for stealing a march on your neighbours in the 


matter o mene Go quite admirable. Your pa your draw- 
ing-room ceiling with back numbers of the Daily Ie aph is, to begin 
with, a most happy inspiration. By all means have up the kitchen 


esser. You can cover this with cracked soup-plates and tubs con- 
taining large laurel plants. These, too, you may continue round the 
room on brackets, placing several conspicuously on the over-mantel. 
Your suggestion, too, that you should paint your muslin curtains in 
broad stripes or spots with AsprnaLt’s Enamel is excellent. Your 
floors, 0, arm-chairs, rugs, cushions, could also with advantage 
be treated with this useful decorative compound. Fill up the corners 
of your room with trophies of straw, and, taking up your carpet, cut it 
in lengths, and nail it tapestry-wise in festoons over your doors. This 
is i eeneve. But your taste will direct 
find that, with a very little effort, you can easily su 
your rooms remarkable. 
Lion Tamuve.—Your safest plan of becoming an efficient “Lion 
Tamer” would be, unguestionshiy, as you suggest, to secure two 
ay-old cubs, feed them by hand in your own drawing- 
room with raw mutton-chops. As soon, however, as they begin to 
stow you must be on the look out ; by 4 are sure to spring on you 
sooner or later. We believe a great deal can be done with ag 
\ be red-hot pincers, and a heavily-loaded riding-whip; but we 
should advise you, when the creatures are full-grown, to keep them 
in ry tag bay secure than the hen-house you mention. Your 
best plan, w Sez ese senlly getting exsags, woul, poste , be 
to take a few finishing lessons of any well-known “‘ Lion King.” 
our desire to lish the feat of holding your head in the brute’s 
mouth is does credit to your professional spirit, but we 
whe you to make your first essay on some beast, 
4 has lost all his teeth, and has already dined. But if you are 
etermined to succeed in this risky experiment, you had better take 


in rendering 





the bull by the horns and attempt it in a diver’s helmet. This may 
somewhat incommode and even surprise the lion ; but, on the whole, 
> will give you your best chance of coming through the ordeal in 

ety. 
To Remove Tue Errecr or Inxstarns on Bivr Satiw Furniture. 
—Having had the misfortune to upset a bottle of ink over the light 
blue satin seat of an armchair of your handsome Louis XIII. 
drawing-room suite, your best plan will be to make the rest of it 
match as simply as possible. et, therefore, several more bottles of 
ink and to splotch”’ all the other chairs, sofas, and otto- 
mans sulieode in like manner. Having done this, give out to your 
friends boldly that it is a new Japanese design from Paris, and you 
may be tolerably sure that though they will stare, they will admire 
— | finally endeavour to match it. A red-hot poker and blotting- 
paper will be of no use. Don’t hesitate, therefore, but go boldly to 
work. 

How To Uriuise A Frre-Escarr.—We think that having won the 


| fire-escape in the raffle you mention, you were bound to receive it on 


ou, and you will soon | delivery, and think you have done wisely to consign it, for the 


Take care, however, that it does not 
prove a means of admitting a burglar to your top storey, upon which, 
while the fire-escape occupies its present position, you will certainly 
do well to keep one or two armed detectives continually on qui 
vive, Yes, you can certainly cut off the ladder and turn it into 
kitchen chairs, and use the carriage part as a sort of low-pitched dog- 
cart, and, hiring a cab-horse, put in an appearance in it, as you 
suggest, in the park. But painted black it would make a nice sort 
of handy open, two-wheeled hearse, that might possibly be patronised 
now and then by a deceased friend of a sporting turn. This is only 
a suggestion. But think it out. There is something in it. 


moment, to your front area, 





We read in the Times that “the Illustrated London News has 
offered to erect a facsimile of SuHaksPearer’s House on the Champ de 
Mars during the Exhibition.” Of course ‘‘ The House of Moriéxe” 
will be delighted. Perhaps the plans will be designed by Mr. Invune, 
who says he can draw a good house for SHAKSPEARE at any time. 
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Waart’s your little game to-day ? 
My gal, Teuton! (dis.) 
Oh, yes, I know your winning way 
With any charmer found astray, 
But once again I beg to say, 
My gal, Teuton ! 
Your eye is on that sweet young thing ? 
My gal, Teuton! (dis.) 
Your battery of charms you'd bring, 
Your rayther guttural song you'd sing, 
But mark, she’s underneath my wing. 
My gal, Teuton! 


What say you to the dusky pet ?— 
My gal, Teuton! (lis.) 


“HANDS OFF!” 


EP 
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Jonathan, “’Scuse Mz, Strancer,—My Gar!” 


You peer into her eyes of jet, 
You woo, but you’ve not won her yet. 
My eye is on you, Boss, you bet! 

My gal, Teuton! 
You'd clasp her to your beating heart ! 

‘My gal, Teuton ! (bis.) 
From her old love you ’d have her part. 
Wal, Stranger, guess you're all-fired smart, 
But Uncle Sam oe got the start. 

My gal, Teuton! 
You beam a broad Batavian smile, 

My gal, Teuton! (dis.) 
You fancy here you have struck ile. 
But J shan’t stand with nary rile, 
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Your bumptious, big Eurd style, 
. My gal, Teuton ? 


You'd take her home, Boss, in your train? 
My gal, Teuton! (bis.) 

My lusty Locuryvak, restrain — 

Your love of foreign gals and gain. 

Under my charge she’d best remain, 
My gal, Teuton ! 

You think she’s nice, real jam ? 

My gal, Teuton! (dis.) 

Wal, Europe follows you like a lamb ; 

That’s not the sort of man J am. 

You ’ve here to deal with Uncle Sam. 
My gal, Teuton! 
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“ GOOD-BYE. SWEETHEART, GOOD-BYE!” 
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| Furmer, ‘Goon oLD Mare, Mz. Cuaruix!” Mr. Chaplin. ‘1’ soRRY TO PART WITH HER; BUT SHE'S NO LONGER UP TO MY WeGuT.” 
How sinks my heart with sad regrets, But thou art stale, and given to roaring, 
The tear is trickling from mine eye ; Mine ancient mount, of old so dear. 
F’en Jem against thy chance doth bet. Since Sarispuny’s parted with “ Fair 
” 


Mr, CH-PL-N sings :— 
Tuy chances fade, thy strength seems 





| _breaking, Good-bye, Sweetheart, good-bye ! Trade, 
Fails fast my old and fond belief. ; And I to office soon may hie, 
From thee my leave I must be taking ; | The hunt is up, my star seems soaring, ZI must change mounts, I ’m much afraid. 


"Twas bliss too brief, ’twas bliss too brief. 


I rather think my course is clear ; Good-bye, Sweetheart, good-bye! 








Rh been better than their advance in line—they never lost touch either 
VERY MUCH ON GUARD. |of themselves or the audience. Tommy Atkins (who was strongly 
Tue Household Brigade are to be congratulated on the success of | represented at the back of the auditorium), seemed to greatly relis 

their theatrical entertainment at the Chelsea Barracks Theatre on | this extra drill—extra drill that had evidently emanated from the 
Friday, the lst of February. Everything was admirably done, and | Stage Manager’s sanctum after consultation with the Orderly Room. 
the performances went without a hitch from gs oe toend. The | On the other hand, the Typical Hero of the Defaulter’s Book seemed 
piece de resistance, a burlesque entitled ‘* The Real Truth about | a little slow in recognising a clever travesty of a Sergeant’s ‘‘ instruc- 
Ivanhoe or Scott Scotched,” was brightly written, and if containing | tions” on parade—perhaps the burlesque revived painful memories. 
here and there an old joke, was (so the audience seemed to think Before the piece of the evening, an original play, of very serious 
none the worse for t. The author, Mr. E. C. Nugent (late| interest, called Jn Honour Bound, was a tm It went, how- 
Grenadier Guards), had been fortunate enough to secure in Mr. | ever, with more laughter than tears, apparently because the audience 
Eowarp Sotomon the best possible collaborateur to supply the|had formed a wrong impression of its character. No doubt when 
necessary music—and luckily, a great deal of music seemed to be | Mr. Srpyey Gruwpy wrote the play, he intended its pathos should 
necessary. The play was full of tuneful songs and graceful dances, | raise it (in spite of its tiny proportions), to the level of Romeo and 
the latter exeouted to perfection by Miss Kare Vavonan and Miss | Juliet, Othello, or even Mucheth. In spite of this, on Friday last, 
Jeyyy McNotry. But in spite of the pleasing efforts of these|for some reason or other, In Honour Bound was undoubtedly 
accomplished ladies, the music was the feature of the evening. It! accepted by the audience as a dangerous rival to Bor and Cor—a 
is clever to a degree, and there was scarcely a number that was not | farce it can scarcely be said, by the unprejudiced, to have resembled 
awarded the demand (not always for an encore. So well | (even faintly) in any really important particular. 
were the audience pleased with Mfr. Sotomon’s work, that they 
honoured him with a special call at the end of the perfo 








rmances. 
Of the actors, Lieutenant GronrcE Nucent (Grenadier Guards), was Naturally! 
far and | he best. Mr. Nucenr is really amusing, and were he A Russtay Mission has been sent 
to give up soldiering (which for the sake of the country, it is to be To Abyssinia, with intent 
hoped he won’t), might command an excellent salary as an actor on All hobes to shock again, 
the pocharlonsl boards. Lieutenants Sir Aveusrus Wesstre and Probably, when it comes, en bloc, 
Grorce MacDowatp (both of the Grenadier — were also very To the French Station of Obok, , 
good —for amateurs. It would be invidious to single out any other The French will say, ‘‘ Obok (oh / bock) again!” 


gallant officer for honourable mention, as they all individ and 
collectively attained to about the same level of excellence. And it 
may be noted that the youthful subalterns (now immortalised) turned| Tae Best Troop or Sensation Acronats (engaged Sor several 











their professional knowledge to good account. Nothing could have turns every night).—The London Fire Brigade. 
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PLAY-TIME. 


Tae revival of Still Waters Run Deep at the Criterion is, in every 
way remarkable, but especially so in the revelation of the real 
Mrs. Sternhold. But when once Mrs. Beers had made up her 
mind as to how Mrs. Sternhold must be played, then the piece ought 
to have been re-modelled on the exact lines of CHARLES pe Ber- 
NARD’S novelette. 

Mrs. Berwanp Beene’s acting is too powerful for the play as it is; 


Little Wyndham putting down Big Hawkesley. “Don’t you try that again. 
Recollect it is a hale Lancashire Lad (myself) against a battered London 
Rowé—and you'll get the worst of it! ”’ 


though it would not be too powerful had Tom Tartor not so 
cleverly bowdlerised Cuaktes pe Bernarp’s novelette, Le Gendre. 
She thrilled me,—I admit I am easily thrilled,—but such force is 
wasted on the Mrs. Sternhold whom the English playwright created. 
According to Tom Tayion, Mrs. Sternhold was only a vain, elderly 
woman, who had made a fool of herself; and not the French 
original, a guilty wife, jealous of her own daughter, or, it might 
have been, of her step-daughter, for it is a long time since I read 
Le Gendre. But, altogether, the acting at the Criterion is above 
the level of the play itself; though, with the exception of one scene, 
Mr. Sranpine’s Captain Hawksley is certainly below it. 

The tone of every character in the piece must be taken from 
Mrs. Sternhold ; and, if Mrs. Sternhold is not a vain, silly person 
pour rire, but a 
clever woman who 
has indulged in an 
insane criminal 
passion ior a 
scoundrel, then 
all the serious 
characters (the 
interest in whose 
actions depend § 
solely on the in- 
terest we take in 
her) must be raised i 
to almost tragic \ 
power of dramatic ))/ 
intensity. From | 
the moment we / ‘ 
have Mrs. Berre 4 : 
portraying the ““>==// ': 
guilty wife and : 
ealous mother of 2 

Ee ew pt 
story, instead o 
Tom Tarion’s Cae 
Brother Potter's - ¥ \. ” 
sister, —a vain © WYG 
and middle - ed “2 XN - : : 4 
widow, a model of Situation (not in the piece) :—The hale Lancashire Lad 
middle-class pro- Pput# his threat into execution, and chucks Captain 
priety, guilty only Hawkesley out of the window. 

of the imprudence of having written love-letters to a swindler who 
had pretended a romantic affection for her,—the tone of the 
characters is entirely altered, and a tragic weight is imposed on a 
structure which is not calculated to support it. In a sentence—the 
comedy gives way under the force of the acting. 

Miss Mary Moore as the wife, in her great scene with Mrs. Stern- 
hold, in the First Act, and her reconciliation with her husband at 


Vp 
SF As 


ad 


the end of the play, was simply perfect. No better contrast could 
there be than between Miss Moore and Mrs. Beers. Mr. Wrxpnix 
is in most serious oupat, ans he could not give any other reading 
of his part when a Mrs. Beene is playing Mrs. Sternhold with » 
much intensity. Mildmay can no longer chuckle to himself oyer 
her making ‘* such a fool of herself,” for this expression bears 
very different meaning when applied to Mrs. Beene’s and Cuntes 
pE Bernarn’s Mrs. S , instead of to Mrs. WIGAN’s and Tox 
Taytor’s Mrs. Sternhold. ‘‘Speak to my aunt,” whi Mrs. 
Mildmay to her husband, ‘‘as you have spoken to me;” and his 
reply, ‘* I do not love Aer as I love you,” was intended to be received 
with a laugh. Such a laugh relieved a pretty and touching situa- 
tion, which was raised at the expense of Tom Taytor’s elderly, 
made-up Mrs. Sternhold,—the audience “75 at once that 
the wife’s request was ridiculous, and that the husband was 
only laughing at its absurdity. But when Mrs. Sternhold is 
such a hang as Mrs. pe, Sb no _ _—— = matter, and 
not only is the request not a ut the y ought not to raise 
a smile. Tom TaYLon meant Mrs. Sternhold to be a ridiculous 
elderly person, painted and oa and ~_ — herself more 
attractive than youthful niece; but Mrs. Bernarp Berrrr’s 


Mrs. Sternhold is Bauzac’s femme de trente ans, a very 


—— whom an ingénue like Miss Moorr’s Mrs. Mildmay 
t 


person, 
wouldn’t have had a chance. : ; 

I cannot say that Mr. Wynpxam either looks or specks like a 
‘hale Lancashire lad.” That this broad-chested, jolly, healthy 
Captain Haw should cave in to the slight, natty Mildmay, is 
an additional tribute to the latter’s physical and moral strength, 
and damning proof of the former’s cowardice. _ 

Mr. BLaKELey is a capital Potter, but the comic old Potter’s occu- 
pation is gone by the side of this new Mrs. Sternhold. Potter 
should have been restored to his — ition as the husband of 
Mrs. Sternhold. However, in the ty of Mr. BLakeey he is 
wz funny. Bes : 

r. GrppENs gives a clever sketch of the bustling im ious 
Irishman, Dunbi.k; but the type, like the name, is rather out of 
date. The house at Brompton (a locality which been recently 
almost entirely absorbed in Kensington), where there is a flower 
and kitchen garden, to suit Mildmay’s rovincial tastes, is also 
strongly suggestive of the ‘long ago.’ en Tom TaYLor wrote, 
Brompton pos many such snuggeries; but now it would be 
difficult to find even one, almost as difficult as to define Brompton. 
In the Second Act the rapid change from the first to the second 
Scene is in an incredibly short space of time—a very few 
seconds, in fact. : 

But to sum up—altogether an interesting evening, which much 
delighted Jack rn a Box. 








THE DIARY OF A NOBODY. 


January 1.—I had intended concluding my Diary last week, 
but a most important event has happened, so I shall continue for a 
little while longer on the fly-leaves attached to the end of mv last 
year’s Diary. It had just struck half-past one, 
and 1 was on the point of leaving the office to 
have my dinner, when I received a message 
that Mr. Perxurr desired to see meatonce. I 
must confess my heart began to beat, and I had 
most serious misgivings. Mr. Perkurp was in 
his room, writing. and he said, ‘‘ Take a seat, 
Mr. Poorer—I shall not be a moment.” I 
replied, ‘‘No, thank you, Sir, I’ll stand.” I 
watched the clock on the mantelpiece, and I was 
waiting te twenty minutes, but it seemed 
hours. Perxurr at last got up himself. 

' said, ‘“‘I hope there is nothing wrong, Sir?” 
He replied, ‘‘Oh dear no—quite the reverse, I hope.”” What s 
weight off my mind! My breath seemed to come k again in 
an instant. r. Perxurr said, ‘‘ Mr. Buckiine is £ to retire, 
and there will be some slight changes in the office. You have been 
with us nearly twenty-one years, and, in consequence of your conduct 
during that period, we intend making a special promotion in your 
favour. We have not quite decided how you will be placed, but in 
any case there will be a considerable increase in your hich, 
it is quite unn for me to say, you fully deserve. 
appointment at a aad be ou shall hear more to-morrow.” 

laft the room quickly, I was not even allowed time or thought to 
express a single word of grateful thanks to him. I need not say 
how dear Carrie received this joyfal news. With perfect simplicity 
she said—‘‘ At last we shall be able to have a Le? lass for the 
back drawing-room, which we always wanted.” | added, “Yes, 
and at last you shall have that little costume which you ‘saw at 
Perer Rosrnson’s so cheap.” 


Jeneery 3—I was in a great state of suspense all day at the office. 
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I did not like to worry Mr. Pexxvupp, but as he did not’send,for me, 
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d tioned yesterday that he would see me again to-day, I 
thought it better, ~A to goto him. I knocked at his door, and 
on entering, Mr: urr said, “‘ Oh, it’s you, Mr. Poorzr—do you 


want toseeme?” I said, ** No, =. Ome ou wanted to see 
me!” “Oh,” he replied, “‘ I remember. ail, 1 am very buay to- 
day, I will see you to-morrow.” i E 
anuary 3.—Still in a state of eae and excitement, which was 
not alleviated Wy ascertaining that Mr. , should 
not be at the office at all to-day, In the evening Lurrix, who was 
busily engaged with a paper, said nly to me, “ Do know 
cnything about chalk pits, Guy.?” I said, *“* No, my boy, not that 
I’m aware of.” Luprn said, halk 
are as safe as Consols, and pay six per cent. at par.” 
neat thing, viz :—“* They may be oxve cent. at par, but your Pa 
Lae se take the slightest wotiee of the Jobs, elthough f pur. 
Lvpry did not take i joke, pur- 
pecely repentant it for him, but continued, ‘‘ I give you the tip, that’s 
all—Chalk pits!” Isaid another funny thing :—‘‘ Mind you don’t 
fall into them!” Lopoy put on a supercilious smile, and said, 
* Bravo! Jon Minter.” 

January 4.—Mr. Perxvurpr sent for me and told me that my posi- 
tion would be that of one of the Chief Clerks. more than 
overjoyed. Mr. Perxurr added he would let me know to-morrow 
what the salary would be. This means another im pla I 
don’t mind, for it is anxiety of the right sort. That remind 
that I had forgotten to speak to Lurry about the letter I recei 
from Mr, MuriaR, Senior. I broached the subject to Lurrm in 
evening, having first consulted Carnre. Lupry was riveted to 
* Financial News,’’ as if he had been a pom eet, ae I said, 
‘Pardon me a moment, Lurrn; how is it you have not been to 
Mortars any day this week?” Lupin “T told you 
cannot stand old Muriar.” I said, ‘‘ Mr. Murtar writes to me to 
say pretty plainly that he cannot stand you!” Lvuprw said, ‘“ Well 
I like his cheek in writing to you. 1’ll find out if his father is still 
alive, and I will write hum a note complaining of Ais son, and I’ 
state pretty clearly that his son is a blithering idiot!” I said, 
“ LUPIN, please moderate your expressions in the mee of your 
mother.” Lopry said, ‘I’m very sorry, but there is no other 
expression one can app. A him. However, I’m determined not to 
enter his place again.” I said, ‘‘ You know, Lupry, he has forbidden 
you the house.” Lupry replied, ‘‘ Well, we won’t split straws—it ’s 
allthe same. Daisy is a trump, and will wait for me ten years, if 
necessary.’ 

January 5.—I can scarcely write the news. Mr. Perxvurr told me 
my salary would be raised £100. I stood gaping for a moment, 
unable to realise it. I annually get £10 rise, and I thought it might 
be £15, or even £20, but £100 surpasses all belief. Caner 
beth rejoiced over our good fortune. Lurry came home in the 
evening in the utmost good spirits. I sent Saran quietly round to 
the grocer’s for a bottle of cham: , the same as we had before, 
“Jackson Fréres.” It was opened at supper, and I said to Lup, 
“This is to celebrate some good news I have received aps a 
Lupin replied, ‘‘ Hooray, Guy! And I have some good news " 
A double event, eh?” T said, **My boy, asa result of twenty-one 
years’ industry and strict attention to the interest of my superiors in 
office, [ have been rewarded with promotion and a rise in salary of 
£100.” Lupmw gave three cheers, and we rapped the tables furiously 
which brought in Saran to see what the matter was. Lupry orde 
us to ‘‘ fill up” again, and addressing us u ing, said, ‘*‘ Having 
been in the firm of Jon me penn ae hee and sharebrokers, a few 
weeks, and not having paid particular attention to the interests of 
my superiors in office, my Guy’nor, as a reward to me, allotted me 
£5-worth of shares in a reall thing. The result is to-day I 
have made £200.” I said, “Lorm, you are joking.” ‘‘ No, Guy, 
it’s the good old truth. Jon CigaNANDs put me on to Chlorates !” 
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“THE LUSHAI EXPEDITION.” 
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WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 
FOURTH EVENING. 


., er hagean., @ the Moon (male this time—fresh from Germany) 

told Mr. Punch, ‘‘1 looked down upon the harbour of a town on 

Red Sea. I peeped into a ship, which had been turned into a hospital for 
ae wounded soldiers. 
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y, nders were quite as brave, and more numerous. 
some of them were killed, and many wounded, and the latter 
had been carried on a 6 “> to get well. In — ¢ the 
hammocks a troo’ wns , who was getting better, was 

already well enough to be allowed to read the newspapers which 
been sent out to him from England. He was reading one of them 
by the light of a lantern which hung near, | as I shone in, | 
could read it too,” said the Moon. ‘‘I think he was anxious to 
know what his countrymen at home were saying, and this paper was 
dated about the time that the news of the y= +1 dae arrived. As 
he spelt out the lines of print I saw his face (which was a good and 
honest one, but not very intellec rhaps), growing more and more 
uzzled, as if he found some ty in understanding what he read. 
ell, the newspapers told him that a considerable number of his 
fellow-coun' —so a foe regarding Men:ene Sese who had 


or even as brave a 

an unpleasant duty, looked upon them as asetof cowardly butchers 
and murderers. He read that several clever and eloquent speakers 
in Parliament had denounced the victory as @ disgrace, and declared 
that Suakin belonged by rights to those savage Arabs who had come 
across the Desert all the way from Khartoum to attack it, and who 
showed no mercy to man, woman, or child; that it was theirs, and 
ought to be given up to them. Now the poor wounded Trooper had 
never thought of himself as a hero—he om done his duty 
that was all—and, though the enemy were y savages and 
fanatics, they had fought with desperate courage, and he 
imagined till then that there was an disgraceful 
them—nor had I,” said the M * for 
was, in black and Ney ame A oe l i . 

rs or made s thought of the affair, an was very muc 
troubled in his mind about it, «At last he tld is ne bout wha 
was worryi i is opinion. neighbour was the 
Sergeant. Major his , who had also been in the battle—he had 
narrowly escaped being ki for his sabre had snapped short off, 
and his revolver refused to go off at 
lucky in being only severely wounded. 
the whole account placidly enough. ‘Don’t you bother your head 
about it!’ he said, feebly; ‘they wouldn’t go calling us 
names, and backing w them dirty Arabs, if 
of politics—it ’s all politics, and don’t n 
The do say we t to ha’ tried ne op heey, 
the Trooper, dou #. 


ough 
iving and e peoting no quarter, were driven away without much 
difficult for the defe: 
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a Remington, or jobbing at you with a spear—but it ain’t 
to raise a siege, not to my t : é 

before, it’s only politics. Bless you, they don’t believe 
selves, some on ’em— 


yuo 2p leastways, it’s to a not! ‘ 
T ill with an easier expression— noticed,” 
the Moon, © that he did not finish reading his newspaper.” 


EF 





Soupan THovent.—We’ve heard a deal lately 
Kabbabish want to know 
are Hansom 
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men.” 
Kabbabish men or Growlers ? 














PUNCH, OR 


THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Feprvary 9, 1889, 








i 
| 


A “ 
{ 


MN Ait , Te iui qT ih f 
MW 8) ag 
it 1 4B 

1) 
if | | a) 


| iil i" ' 


AA 











SPEECHES TO BE LIVED DOWN. 


The Miss Browns. “ Og, 80 GLAD TO SEE YOU, MARY ! 


ONLY SHage Hanps !” Fair Visitor, ‘‘On DEAR, HOW 8aD! 


But WE 'VE SUCH DREADFUL CoLps, we CAN'T Kiss You, DEAR, WE CAN 


I norpE YoU HAVEN'T Got a CoLp, Mr. Brown !!” 








MR. BOULANGER AS “GENERAL BUONAPARTE.” 
Pensy Pram ; Tworence CoLovungp. 


“To vote for General BovLaneorn is to vote for a General who has gained 
no victory."—M. Jutaus Simon. 


“No Vietory ?” Nay, simple Simon, you ’re wrong ; 
He has gained the old Victory, often repeated, 

Of blague over blindness. It fetches the throng, 
That flamboyant figure so flauntingly seated. 

Just look at it! Boys at its majesty melt, 

Though manhood may see 'tis a sketch ¢ /a Sxetr. 


Sxewt’s heroes were rather unreal, of course ; 


But they knew how to stride, and to swagger and straddle, | 


To prance and curvet on a high-rearing horse 
Yet keep, to the eye, a firm seat im the saddle. 

A cireus Bucephalus looks a fine thing 

As it scatters the sawdust and ramps round the ring. 


Houp-la! It is hardly heroic, that shout, 
Not a war-cry of Rotanp or Bararp precisely. 
At Ivry it would not have answered, no doubt, 
But for Paris to-day it will do very nicely. 
A histrion hollow shows better, one feels, 
Than a bourgeois who blunders, a ‘* Statesman” who steals. 


He looks fierce as an Indian hunter of scalps, 
As fine as Murat when he led a battalion. 
There’s a touch of NaPoigon crossing the Alps. 
You call him a hero pour rire, a rapscallion ? 
Ah, well, his success mediocrity shames ; 
So there ’s not much advantage in calling him names. 


Were subjects not foolish, how feeble were kings ! 

’Tis noodles and numskulls make Bomsas and Ngnons, 
If Friends of the People were not such poor things, 

_We should not be troubled with so many “‘ heroes,” 
Till the clever are true and the honest are wise, 
The world will be led by the nose and the eyes. 





Till then,— well, que voulez-vous? ‘* These be your gods, 
O Israel!” Truly a glorious attitude ! 
Apollo-like graces and Jovian nods 
nd grace to pretence and give power to platitude. 
The frog-world a King Stork from Olympus still begs, 
So they mustn’t find fault with his beak or his legs. 


See how ’twixt the legs of this Skeltian chief 
Show towers and buildings in Skeltian pers 
He’ll trample them down? ’Tis a natural belief, 
But a true point of sight of that fear is corrective, 
Rhodes’ straddling Colossus was but a mere trifle— 
Except in Skelt sketch—to the Tower of Eiffel. 


Penny plain, twopence coloured! Some sinister hands _ 
Have worked at this picture with paint-brush and pencil. 
A curious joint-labour of Ishmael bands! 
Which smacks, after all, of the paste-pot and tinsel. 
In the Penny Stage phrase of an earlier . 
This is “‘ Mr. Boutancer as ——” whom shall we say? 


——— 


BUTT AND BUTTER. 


Ow the 30th of last month, during a trial in the Probate Division 
of the High Court of Justice, the Soricrror-GeneraL (with him 
Public Opinion), quoted from the pages of the London Charivari, 
when the following interesting dialogue occurred 
“ Mr. Inderwick. What are you reading from ? 
“ The Solicitor-General. From Punch. 

“ Mr. Inderwick. But I do not t Punch as evidenee. 
“ Mr. Justice Dutt, It is a very high authority.” 


It will be gratifying, no doubt, to Mr. Justice Burr to learn that 


on this point the Chief Justice of the World entirely concurs 
in his opinion. 


ive! 








. 





Recent Exercise at Mowre Canto.—Mr, W. H. Surrm and 
Mr. Rircute used to go ‘‘d cheval” every day for several turns. 
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MR. BOULANGER AS “GENERAL BUONAPARTE.” 


PENNY PLAIN—TWOPENCE COLOURED. 
(From Mr. Punch's Theatrical Portrait Gallery.) 
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CONTRASTS. 


No, I11.—Rotren Row. Bretrwezen Twetve axp Two, Mippay. 


QUITE OUT OF DATE. 


1885. 


QUITE THE THING. 1888—9., 














THE LAST OF THEM. 


A Fragmentary Peep into the Future, 
“Last night I spoke of guns, of ships, of rifles, and how guns, ships, and 
rifles became obsolete in a very few years through the great cobadliane of 
inventors.”—Mr. Goschen at the Portman Rooms. 


It was a secret, sombre, subterranean den, lying deep down 
under the bed of the river. ag iy me through a ect maze of 
passages, and lighted only by the latest artificial light. As two- 
penny-worth of this light, however, was warranted to illumine a 
million square feet of cellarage for twelve calendar months, it had 
been rigorously suppressed in the interests of that monstrous 
pee y the Automatic - Accumulator -Solar-Ray-Direct-Storage 
S ynaicate, 

He was a wretched-looking creature, the sole occupant of this Cave 
of Trophonius, a cross between an Alchymist and an Apparitor, as 
weirdly wizen as the former, as darkly disguised as the latter. 

“ Eureka!” he yelled with a triumphant shriek. It shook the 
complicated cranks and cordage which made his cell look like a 
metallic spider’s web, and startled the passengers on board the 
‘ Noctivagant Nautilus,” one of the new line of Moon-Motor 
Citizen Boats which ran from Battersea to the Tower Stairs for one 
half-penny in two minutes, thirty seconds and one-tenth. 

ool!” he muttered, half throttling himself with his own 
skeleton hand. ‘* When s I subdue my accursed, unfashionable 
world-proseribed enthusiasm to disereet silence? That idiotic howl 
18 quite sufficient to put my relentless pursuers on my track. An 
re as I have perfected m omy sae oe lan for an Automatic, 

ightning - charged - Thunderbolt - hurling - Self - steering - Adamant- 
plated-A uminium Fleet too!!! But, after all, what matters? Cui 
ono? What Capitalist will take it up ?—what Admiralty adopt it ? 
—what Nation pay for it? Above all, what Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer—the curse of Science on the sordid breed !—will permit so 
iy as the appearance of the merest model of it? No, that 
ast atrocious Act for the Absolute Suppression of Inventors has 
settled my hash. In these ultra-humanitarian days, too, when 
capital punishment, save for Inventors, has entirely 
abolished | ”” 

He sank down upon an Iridium anvil, cast his arms around a 
retort of transparent and wept tears sufficient to float 

8 own Aluminium Fleet. 


“And way?” he shouted, rousing himself at last, and apparently 





addressing the highly-finished model of a hundred-pounder 
capable of being ed ina hat-bor, which hung beside a wut- 
coat-pocket . 

but not in the wa 


_He was answ he e The door of 
his den was suddenly opened, and the cellor of the Exchequer 
clad, like all officials of the time, in complete ee 
cum-adamant mail, a at the head of a t of the new 
Voleanic-Vulcanite force of Police known as the Vesuvian 
Invulnerables. These formed a cordon the now entirely 
crushed Seepenye the Thames. 

“WurP” ec the Chancellor, in tones of spirit-paleying 
severity. ‘‘ Wretched man, too well you know. Else, why hide you 
here in this new Cyclops cavern of inventive infamy’ Are you not 
of those, traitors to Thrift, defiers of Rhadamanthian Law, dis- 
turbers of Procustean Order, who already have nearly been the ruin 
of the State. Is it not owing to you and your kind that Salisbury 
Plain is piled Pyramid-high wi the wreckage of obsolete ships, 
the débris of exploded guns, and the refuse of useless rifles, a 
Pelion-upon-Ossa of rusty ironmongery, which originally cost a 
mountain of gold, and is now not worth carting away as old metal ? 
Have you, and men of your icious sort, not for many years led 
nations a ruinous dance of Experimental Emulation in Systematic 
Slaughter? Have ¥. not played Old Gooseberry with European 
Exchequers, and made the Lives of the Chancellors a burden to them ? 
Have you not seduced peoples by the perilous path of Patents to the 
very verge of the fathomless gulf of International Insolvency? Have 

ou not rendered necessary the ing of a Draconic Code of Anti- 
Scientific Enactments com with which the Irish Penal Laws 


d| were mere legislative pleasantries, and Mr. BaLrour’s treatment of 


O’ Buren a benevolent jest. In short. 
—oh! culmination of unpatriotic infamy '—an Inventor ?” 
oa —~ y the villanous victi — scheming, | 
rsistent planner of expensive improvements, sank prostrate on 
Hoor of the. cavern. He had not a word to say for himself. 
7 k Heaven, you are the sole survivor of the ‘malignant 
brood! continued the Chancellor, with ul feryour. “‘I 
have been on your serpent-track for years ; at last, I catch you in 
our own wicked web. (Thatis a mixed metaphor— but no matter !) 
ize him, Bobbies—I mean Vesuvian Invulnerables! Away with 
him to a dungeon even deeper and dirtier than his own 
Public, so long the of Patentees, the peying victim of Science’s 
ure 


are you not an Enthusiast, and 


colossal Game of Brag, will view with p the ignominious 
ending of The Last of Inventors! i! ” . 
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““SHOPPY ”! 


Uxorious Editor (in his Honeymoon). ‘‘ Kiss wz, DaRntinG—'‘ NOT NECESSARILY FOR PUBLICA- 
TION, BUT a8 A GUARANTEE oF Goop FarrH’!” [Smack ! 








HELP FOR YELPERS. 

How to make the Home for Lost and Starving Dogs at Battersea pay. With compli- 
ments to the President, Committee, and all others connected with that irable Institution. 

1. Turn it into a Limited Liability Company; all Dog-owners in the Home Counties to 
be compelled to take so many shares. 

2. Take a leaf out of the book of Madame Tussavp and the Chamber of Horrors. Allow 
an extra ch of one shilling to be made to all visitors desireus to see Dr. RicuaRpson’s 


Lethal Cham at work, wherein dogs of all kinds are painlessly converted into excellent 
top-dressing. 


- | themselves and 


however, not binding themselves to accept the 
highest, or the lowest, or the medium tender, 

6. See that, when an owner comes and 
gives a full description of his lost hound, « 
notice is sent to him as soon as a dog 
answering that description is received at 
the Home. This simple expedient will 
obviate the exasperating nuisance of owners 
being—as now—com to come twice a 
—e vs * Home | A on the 
chance eir pet ving unexpected] 
arrived in the last batch of street dere-licks 

7. Welcome the coming, get a fee out of 

ing, visitor. 
. Zz berus. 

9. See that valuable dogs find their owners: 
and apply a general tonic—a course of bark, 
for example—to the whole management. 








THE BRITISH VOLUNTEERS. 
Tue Sone or a Snupsep One, 
Arm—"“ The British Grenadiers,” 


Worseter, our Alexander, 
Goscaen, our Hercules, 

And many a great commander 
And statesman like to these, 

E’en Jor, the Brum’s pet hero, 
When he'd elicit cheers, 

Talk bow-wow-wow-wow-wow-Wwow 
On the British Volunteers. 


a coolly were commanded 
rom Wimbledon to cut, 
They flout remonstrance banded, 
Our mouths we 're bid to shut. 
But always after dinner, 
They, dropping snubs and sneers, 
Talk bow-wow-wow-wow-wow-wow, 
At the British Volunteers. 


We're clerks and counter-jumpers 
In soldier's gaz, they say, 

* — our health in bumpers 

n post- prandial way. 

We wish they ’d do eo teaien, 
These spouting Pots and Peers, 

And not talk bow-wow-wow-wow 
On the British Volunteers! 








BETTERS AND GAMBLERS. 


Mr. Poncu,—There is unquestionably one 
law for the Poor, and another for the Rich, 
or rather for the Ungenteel in com 0 
with the Genteel. People who can afford to 
risk any money at in betting, are not 

r; and others, that can’t afford to risk 
arge sums on the Turf, or in any other form 
of gambling, but, with expensive establish- 
ments to maintain, do yet risk them, are not 
rich. Their expenditure exceeds their in- 
comes. They require to . against 
eir gambling propensities, 
equally with the gentlemen of the pavement 
and the poe-ees But this protection is 
denied the poor wealthy. Every daily news- 
paper almost, records a “‘ rai effected by 
the Police on a licensed victualler’s premises 
allowed to be used by small gamblers for the 
perpess of betting and playi 

ard. No matter if these 
of skill—like “‘ skittle 
ventures are no pone: Gos a 
penny, 
and their host are liable to be fined, and are 
fined accordingly, and sent to prison if they 
can’t pay,—very much to encourage the 


3. Strengthen the Committee by a greater infusion into it of the practical male element, | others. 


eliminating a good deal of the sentimental feminine ditto. 
4. Get an experienced ay HY to select the cleverest of the lost, teach them to jum 
through hoops and climb up , and so gain bones for themselves and sinews (of war, 


for the Home. 
5. Throw open the official posts to public competition, with special invitation to Tony, M.P., 


But, Sir, you know that we never see re- 
a raid or a foray executed by the 

‘olice on any of the premises constantly 
for i y noblemen and gentlemen con- 
nected with the Turf or Stock Exchanze. 





Mr. Avevsrvus Haxnis, and other first-rate organisers and popular caterers ; the Committee, 





Now, don’t you think that these great gam- 
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blers are quite as much entitled to be 
and ruinous propensities as even the 


form of bull 
asd Seem Casts Yims | fcitZain cocks and share whisk I nm grieved ond checked to oxo 


gets himself run = Se Go coins of paging of yeeb-and- toss in a | permitted every day of my life al 


public th 


or street corner 
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meet, om except Sundays, 18 my 
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ws Howzst Broxer. 
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HOLIDAY REMINISCENCE. 


Mr, W. H. Smith, on his 
return from Monte Carlo, 
regrets that he didn't 


** leave it on,” 








GIVING THEM THEIR CHARACTERS. 


Tre quite novel light shed recently at the Lyceum on the charac- 
ters of Macheth and Lady Macbeth respectively, to say nothing of 
Mrs. Lawerny’s New York revival, and the hundred-and-one on dits 
in relation to Mr. Mansrrep’s forthcoming much-talked-of produc- 
tion at the Globe, have all helped to stir the ‘‘ New Reading” dis- 
coverers into a state of unwonted activity. Subjoined are a few of 
their latest suggestions :— 

A propos of Macbeth, ‘A Stxty Years Stupent” writes :—‘‘ B 
all means let Macbeth turn out to be a rather jovial, nice-mind 
pleasant-spoken sort of fellow, and his wife a Seed and 
affectionate creature, with an eye to business, and never so wide 
awake as when in the Sleep-walking Seene, but this doesn’t half do 
away with the T y- Duncan should be the real ru , on 
which the whole of the ghastly business turns, arriving at the castle 
in an advanced stage of dehrium tremens, in a fit of which it is 
evident that, at a later hour, he commits suicide. That he is hope- 
lessly drunk on bis arrival, is clearly indicated in the text, for he 
addresses Lady Macheth with the line— 

“* Give me your hand: conduct me to mine host.’ 
** Then, stumbling up against her with the words :— 
*“* By your leave, hostess!’ 
reels up the steps into the Castle. I take it this gives us all we want 
to clear the characters of our hero and heroine. As for Ba 's 
appearance, mind you, after supper, that can obviously be set down 
to an acute form of indigestion. 

Dealing with Hamlet, in a similarly critical spirit, ‘‘ A Reasonrne 
Roscrus”’ remarks :—‘‘ As to the Dane being off his head, this is 
simply absurd. His game is evidently | moe mg He ought to 
go through the usual hanky-panky, table-turning with Horatio 
Marcellus, and Bernardo, and then, after eliciting a succession of 
raps, dismiss them, and fetching out the regular Dark Séance 
Cabinet, finish up with the usual illuminated banjo business, duri 
which he carries on his conversation with the Ghost, whose h 
appears at a hole in the cabinet-door covered with phosphorus, 
according to the accepted text, modified here and there, of course, 
to suit the varying situations. I must add, that Hamlet must, by 
no means, be made up ‘ young.’ The Queen refers to him near the 
end of the play as being ‘ fat, and scant of breath,’ thereby clearly 
indicating that to represent him even as a heavy, obese, middle- 
aged, overgrown sort of Sir Jouw Fatstarr would be only to err in 
the right direction. He should be a coarse ponderous hulking 
fellow of about five and fifty. This would help to carry off his 
ney and, in some measure, explain his peculiar conduct to 
Ophelia,’ 

With regard to Othello, “‘A Geyuine Lover or Homorovs 
Comepy”’ writes :—‘‘ I cannot conceive a more wanton distortion of 
the merry Moor’s obvious characteristics than the usually accepted 
view of him which stamps him as ‘jealous.’ Why? The charge is 





monstrous! The key to his character is inay Se keen relish of » 
thoroughly good practical joke. His accidental smothering of 
Desdemona is evidently one of these. He ought to come on in al] 
the earlier scenes with a banjo, to carry out the idea of his being not 
the Moor, but the Moore Burgess corner-man of Venice. I am 
not sure that I wouldn’t dress him in red-and-white-striped 
a long blue-tailed coat, a shirt-frill and a large white tie. 
is a detail.” 

**Ricnarpson Reprvivus” after insisting that King Lear js 
the most ‘mirth - provoking character” SHAKSPEARE ever 
drew, and that all his scenes with his daughters. if rightly un- 
derstood, should be hailed by any intelligent audience as 
“* side-splitters,” passes on to the consideration of Paul Pry, who, 
he says, aftera good deal of mature scholarly reflection, he has 
| ae > - a ry Cagocter at all, yl a@ melo- 

ramatic villain o ye. e argues against hi i 
an umbrella, insisting that he should be provided instead with alee 
Spanish stiletto, and an ample and mysterious cloak. He further 
lays great stress on the fact, that whenever he enters with his catch 

hrase of ‘“‘ I hope I don’t intrude,” he ought to appear with blue 

re, either through a vampire-trap or secret el, and not quit the 

‘ore he has stab somebody. He adds, in conclusion, that 

he has forwarded all his notes on the subject to Mr. J. L. Toor, in 

the hope that the popular Comedian will see his way to their adoption 
on the next occasion of his reviving the well-known piece. 


trousers, 
But this 





LINES SUGGESTED BY AN ELECTOR. 


How happy is the Party penman’s lot,' 
ether he wins or loses all is well.' 
What though the counted votes against him tot ? 
Success in failure his keen scent can smell. 
Loudly he crows when he the leek has eaten, 
And ne’er is so triumphant as when beaten. 
ual to either fortune? Better far, 
e snatches happy omens from defeat ; 
Winning, he loudly thanks his lucky star, 
Losing, he finds in loss a savour sweet, 
Like one who with two-headed coin doth toss, 
Loss is but gain, bat gain is never loss! 








THE (NEARLY) PERFECT ENGLISHMAN. 
(Translated from the French Press.) 


On, yes, the brave General is an Englishman. His mother—ah, 
his dear, dear mother!—before she married his father, was an 
English “Mees.” She was a perfect specimen! Tall, long, fair 
hair; beautiful and much-exposed front teeth! Thus, he is right- 
the brave General to be proud of his English blood! For he has 
many of the characteristics of the native of Albion—not perfide, but 
White-cliffed Albion. He eats rosbif and drinks portare-biére for 
breakfast ; and when he is greatly moved, he cries with tears in his 
voice, ‘* Oh, Shocking!” Then, who has not seen him with his 
boule-dogue with its blue ribbon collar and silver bell? This 
boule-dogue was born in the most fashionable part of London—Vaux- 
hall Bridge Road—and is called ‘* A te.” h the brave General 
and the boule-dogue are English to the backbone. The boule-dogue 
is fond of oats is pleased to jump through a hoop, and can 
dance the polka on his hind-legs. It is only natural that he should 
fear rats. But the mice! Ah! he can hunt mice ! 

The brave General is an expert at all English sports! Ah! how 
he plays the cricket! It is wonderful to see him in his flannel shirt 
(worn over a well-starched linen one), walking at every “‘ over” 
from one set of the stumps to the other set of the stumps! Ass 
General, of course, the Elected of the Seine wears spurs at all times. 
At the cricket his spurs assist him in catching the ball. 

Then at the lawn-tennis! Oh, the brave General knows well how 
to play! Often he touches the ball with his bat, although he can 
miss it. Ah, yes! how well, with what , he can miss it! 
when he does touch the ball with his bat, with what terrible force 
does he drive it against the net ! ) 

But, before and above ail, he is a sportsman! Of course he 
wears his uniform, but that does not prevent him from putting a long 
hunting-horn round his body, nor ing a game-bag attached to 
a thin silken cord hanging by his side. And his patent leather 
shooting shoes! And his white kid gloves ! he is charming! 
And it is then that Auguste distinguishes himself! The brave do 
and the brave General hunt together. They thoroughly 
each . Auguste examines the bushes, the ditches, the shop- 
windows! At length the fox is found, and then the brave General, 
drawing his , gives Reynard his coup de grace ! indeed, 
BovLaNcer is a perfect Englishman-jockey, gentleman-rider! I who 
write this wish him every success. (Si Hewat Pomp, 

Mf the Anglo-French Press. 
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